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new to the digital drug game? 

check out tha bittorrent mixtape: cocaine cowboys, inc. - 
win the war on drugs and make money selling (a bitcoin, 
litecoin <& dogecoin how to.) 

available on arcadehacker . com/drugs , or search torrentz.eu . 

[custom made for newf ags who can't triforce] 

enjoy! 
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The smell of the horrible coconut milk concoction made me want to throw up 
a little in my mouth, but the terrible thought of throwing away $30 worth of some 
dank weed far exceeded the ideas of the potential trials my stomach would have to 
endure; a little at a time would do. 

The mission today was to knock off yet another item on my bucket list: 
namely, what was it like to eat weed? I had always heard that the experience was 
qualitatively different than that of smoking, not to mention that my lungs weren't 
as strong as they used to be from the lack of exercise over the past two years or 
so. The day was a relatively boring day; particularly, a day off from working the 
night shift at YAI as a direct care worker. Another night in the hood, just me and 
my two year old daughter alone in a windowless apartment building in East New 
York. I had more weed than I'd ever wanted to smoke, I reasoned, so why not try 
something new? 
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I had it all mapped out. I'd dose my little angel with 3 milligrams of melatonin 
so as to induce a early sleep, then I would explore the chambers of my mind in 
relative peace. And of course, it worked just as it had so many nights before, so it 
was just me in my favorite couch 20 minutes later browsing /r/bitcoin on my 
'reddit is fun' Android app on a Friday night waiting for something, anything, to 
happen. An hour passed, and nothing happened. 15 minutes later, my stomach 
started to feel woozy. Another 15, and I imagined himself to be a walking pot of 
curdling, sour coconut milk and stinky sour diesel, clumsily stumbling over 
everything seeking the nearest toilet bowl to empty it all out into. And after the 
vomiting, the rest was a pleasurable, yet disorienting blur. I always cursed the 
fact that I could never place into words how it was I felt, to somehow distill those 
essential details out the essential ether of THC/CBD intoxication and keep it with 
me, forever. Perhaps it was always meant to be just there in the ether. 



I woke up, stretched my back out and made a small prayer to God for 
keeping my mind right. Memories of temporarily locking himself out of my 
apartment building last night for forgetting how to turn the keys in their individual 
locks made me pause in awe for a few seconds, then I went to the kitchen and ate 
some cereal with unsweetened hemp milk. yum. Another Saturday, another day to 
gather one's strength for the next five days of working overnight, fuck. 
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I remember the first time I got high; the world took on a very cartoon-like 
appearance while hotboxing with some other random cats from craigslist. (back 
when it was cool with the 'adult' services category... remember those days?) That 
general sense of feeling happy, I tried to recapture every time after that I 
smoked. Especially coming back from the absurdity of Iraq... 



But things were never the same since my return. 




Always 15 minutes late to work. Truth be told, I fucking hated my job... but 
it paid the bills. Well, hate is a strong word... so let's rephrase. I was grateful 
that I had a job to go to, if for no other reason than to ensure that my daughter 
had a roof over her head and an Internet connection to charge her iPad with. But 
in my mind's eye, it wasn't enough. Memories of my deployment to Iraq stockpiling 
around 5 grand a month in my unused bank account, coming back home and using it 
all on cross country trips, rented cars, Spanish opium, girl scout cookies and two 
trips to the Peyote Way Church of God (one of which I almost died), living off the 
post 9/11 &I Bill and unemployment insurance and going off to school.. I was living a 
very well pampered life as a war vet. Then all of my benefits ran out last 
Christmas simultaneously, and it all came to an anticlimactic end. I couldn't find a 

job as an accountant or a computer tech (admittedly for lack of trying - -;) and I 

eventually found work where I am today. [And the e-mails from the private 
student loans I took out... though I often took comfort seeing the many memes out 
there from other people scared shitless of Sallie Mae.] 
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I said 'hi' to my fellow coworkers, did the residents' laundry and stayed up all night 
alternating between Cowboy Bebop and combing the /r/dogecoin subreddit for 
some good news regarding the value of my 200,000 DOGE stash. 




daily, I dreamed of financial independence, being like those cocaine dealers in 
Miami in the 80s, running 'ish. except this time, the Rolex jewelers would be 
setting up shop right across the street from the Pink Houses projects. And I knew 
that it was just right there, in my face every time I booted up my custom desktop 
computer. I frequented Silk Road 2 on a weekly basis to see if the price of a half 
gram of cocaine was still ridiculously high, seeing the global opportunities that lay 
for those who dared to drop the price for the masses. Yes, it was second nature; I 
could teach a five year old to order drugs to anyone's doorstep if they were willing 
to learn. I could carry my favorite pocket Puff it vaporizer here and make new 
friends & patrons alike just by breathing the dank air into the claustrophobic space 
on a Friday night, just selling everything at retail + a healthy percentage of profit. 
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The problem for me, unfortunately, was one of time, of responsibilities, visiting 
here was hard enough, what with having to pick up my daughter from school before 
5. to make either endeavour worthwhile required constant visits away from home, 
something that was not possible due to a fucked up working schedule. Between 
recovering from the night shift, cooking for himself, my wife & daughter, overtime 
shifts and simply wanting to spend quality time with my family, how the fuck was 
one s'posed to sell drugs? My relationships were already strained stealing time to 
cook up these plans. Have someone else do it for me, maybe? Would be nice. But 
who could I ask in the first place? Going to public school in Brownsville severely 
fucked up my social skills to the point where my only relief could be found in 
writing blog entries. The only people I communicated with regularly were make- 
believe Shiba Inus on the #dogecoin freenode IRC chatrooms. (not a bad crowd, 
but you get my drift.) 

If only I knew someone that could work with me and make ridiculous sums of 
bitcoins together, it would be dope. Me with my accounting background, and 
someone. If only I knew how to reach out to the right people... 
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Today I failed the FAR exam, one of the four exams a person is to pass if they 
wish to become a Certified Public Accountant. A bit of despair set in as my dreams 
seemed to recede further away. I never even really wanted to be an accountant, 
really. I knew that I liked to read stories about what it means to be human, of 
existential themes that explored the absurd. Memories of Iraq surfaced for most 
of the day, especially those quiet moments in the shuttle bus on the road zooming 
by the KBR compound on the way to the mess hall. Thoughts of why I was there, 
why they were there, and why nobody could give a compelling answer as to their 
purpose on foreign soil. Initially I joined the Corps for love of country, and I still 
do love it for the most part. It was just the other politics of it didn't make any 
sense. And this is why I can't come back as an officer, as enticing as the job 
security is. 

One day on the compound, I woke up and logged into my Google account to discover 
that an unknown IP logged into my Gmail inbox; upon further investigation, it was 
discovered that it was some other military personnel that did so, but why? Not 
knowing who was looking into my personal life, and to what extent, scared the shut 
out of me. Not long after, I learned of the existence of Tor and Privoxy... 

Creative writing was another option I had wanted to try while in school, until I 
realized that most of my professors were pretentious assholes with their own 
hang-ups on life (not to mention the whole starving artist aura everyone exuded...) 
so I said 'fuck that.' Philosophy treated my mind and GPA much better, but there 
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seemed to be this ultimatum most had to choose between going to law school or 
being a professor, writing books you hoped people would read so that you could put 
food on the table. Both were scary prospects, especially given the fact that I felt 
that I couldn't stand to stay in school for much longer. 

I chose accounting because I was told that it was a safe option, nothing more. I 
knew my own truth, that computer science was what I should' ve focused my 
energies on. But the illusion of security, of following the money and not the passion 
of doing what you love... and not knowing any better, because I was so young and 
retarded. 




Another week had passed. Another payday! Boredom set in as usual, so I decided 
to knock the last major drug off my bucket list: cocaine. Something to shake off 
the perceived inertia of my life, I guess. 

Now, I've done quite a few substances to my credit. Salvia, kratom, LSD, shrooms, 
MDMA, weed, Special K, alcohol, opium, mescaline, benzos... I could call myself a 
drug war veteran, yeah. Far from the paranoid little kid I once was, afraid that 
the cops had my phone tapped because somehow they knew I had a pipe on me, now 
I trail behind cop cars without thinking twice. So anyway, the tedium of this fixed 
income lifestyle was really getting to me today. I hardly see my wife nowadays 
because she's out doing like three jobs, and I'm fucking depressed and can't talk to 
anyone about how I feel like shit for not being able to provide for us like I 
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dreamed I could. It has nothing to do with a woman making more than a man, trust 
me. It's far more complex than that, to the point of being lost for words. 
Something about being able to tell that special lady of your life, just chill out and 
count this money'... yeah? She works so hard... 

So anyway, I figured that cocaine couldn't possibly be any crazier than the 
psychedelics I'd done, right? I'd done MDMA before, a stimulant, and it was a lot 
of fun... though I wished that I didn't take it immediately after coming from work, 
because my heart wouldn't stop beating out my chest for a full two hours. I then 
remembered the times I told myself that I'd never do cocaine in the past, probably 
because of all those horror stories I'd heard surrounding it. But then I thought to 
myself, "What if I don't ever get this chance again? It's not like I've got much else 
going on in my life right now." And so, I made up my mind to place an order before 
the sun would set. yay, another visit to the internets! 
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Sephira 9: Foundation. 

Planet: Levanah (The Moon). / Element: Aether. 

'You can't kill an idea, what the fuck is you stupid?' -Immortal Technique, The 3 rd 
World 
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First stop, Silk Road 2. I had recently formatted my computer, so there was only 
Internet Explorer on there. No bueno. 

First stop, Google > Mozilla Firefox download. No, wait: I had to install the 
Private Internet Access VPN first and run it. Then Firefox. 



Then from within Firefox, Google > Tor Browser bundle download. 
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Finally from within the Tor Browser I headed to my favorite jumpoff point, 
http://reddit.eom/r/onions and straight to the Silk Road 2 link on the side that 
could only be opened whilst in the Tor network. 

As per my usual MO, I never used an account more than once. So I registered a 
new screen name, set a PIN & geographical address, and went on my way window 
shopping for half grams within the U.S. 

The 0.3 bitcoins I bought off some NYU student in Union Square were waiting for 
me on my Mycelium Android wallet to send directly to the site. Again, as per my 
usual MO, I cleaned up the bitcoins via Bitcoin Blender so as to obfuscate the 
digital money trail (in case the 'student' was an undercover) and then moved the 
BTC from the service straight to my wallet. (I'd tell the cops that I'd visited one 
too many porn sites and that someone hacked into my wallet, lei.) I chose the 
package I wanted, created an encrypted message to the vendor using his public PGP 
key via Herbert Hanewinkel's Javascript encryption service 
(http://www.hanewin.net/encrypt/PGcrypt.htm ) and sent out the order. I couldn't 
get anything cheap from around here, so I had to hit up some guy in Great Britain 
who was just starting out. I got a message about ten minutes after placing the 
order from the guy letting me know that it would take about two weeks to hit the 
States due to high volume on his end. I told him that it was cool, that I could wait. 
After listlessly looking through the rest of the listings, I decided to call it quits 
for the evening and backtrack the remaining bitcoins through the mixer service 
back to my Mycelium wallet. Then I dosed myself with 10 milligrams of melatonin 
and went to bed. 
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I thought about purchasing a bottle of Zico coconut water today, then decided 
against it seeing that I could purchase enough BTC today on Coinbase to purchase 
15,000 DOGE next week if the price remained steady. So I opened up the 
Coinbase app, purchased $3 worth of bitcoins and had a glass of water instead. 
How lovely it would be for the value of 1 DOGE to grow from $0.0002 to one cent 
each. A market capitalization of roughly $1 billion in 5 years? sure, why not? 
Bitcoin did it in far less time facing much more daunting odds, so I'm optimistic. 
Conventional wisdom would advise against putting my trust in a dog on a coin, but 
I'm sure that I'm far from the only one willing to invest millions into it if I had it. 
Besides, I'd rather get rich that way as an alternative to literally risking my ass 
moving drugs, so each purchase was like a lottery ticket of sorts. 
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I went downstairs to the mailbox to see if my order came; and sure enough, it did! 
Nice and neat in vacuum sealed plastic within a 8.5" x 11" envelope. For good 
measure, I took a brief look at my surroundings. Brief glances in the apartment 
lobby, pretended to take out the trash, and went for a walk around the block. Only 
janky looking black people around, and an irish narc. phew, all clear! 

Went upstairs, cleared off my desk cluttered with graphic novels and self-help 
books from the library and pulled out my inexpensive Chinese digital scale to 
measure out two separate .05gram mounds of white powder. I scooped the first 
batch in a teaspoon, plugged up my left nostril with my index finger and snorted. 
Then alternated with the other. It didn't take long to feel the rush and glow of 
the substance... like MDMA, but not nearly as emotional. I felt like a mythological 
wild animal, awaking from the period of eternal slumber prior to the Big Bang to 
greet the world in its' current form: modern, yet ancient. It's really hard to place 
it into words; let's just say that I felt like a king. Brilliant and jovial, at least for a 
half hour, sex was an apt comparison, but not of the tender variety - more like a 
senseless animal, not hard to see how you could clap someone while on this stuff. 
scary, because i'm not usually that kind of a person (and I don't like to be, either...) 

At least, those were the psychological effects. My heart DID NOT like it one bit, 
and it was for that reason that I decided that it would also be my last time taking 
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the drug. When you are as old as I am working the night shift, not eating or 
exercising as you should, stimulants just aren't for you. 

But, I was quite intrigued. Didn't surprise me that people would pay small fortunes 
for a few lines. 

Decided to watch some movies about people moving blow. 

First I watched Blow (duh), starring Johnny Depp and Penelope Cruz. Then the 
documentary Cocaine Cowboys and its' sequel. Then finally, How to Make Money 
Selling brugs. 

Then it hit me like a ton of bricks (haha). How much would people be willing to pay 
to figure out how to be a drug dealer? 

So then I figured, 'why not make a creative work of my own?' Except where these 
other people kinda bullshit around exactly how to go about doing things, I'd open up 
my mouth like I've got Tourette's syndrome. I'd be famous and teach cyber 
security courses for a living, if I didn't get recruited by a cartel first. (Then when 
approached by the feds, c-walk everywhere I go and act like Tyrone Biggums.) Use 
the Streisand effect to my benefit. 

'But what about the kids?', I thought. Fuck the kids. Let the parents straighten 
them out. And so, I set out to do some research. 

After stealing a LOT of time away from what should' ve been devoted to studying 
for the upcoming exam, I finished my piece de resistance: a carefully handpicked 
bunch of websites, personal insights and a general 'how to' for those curious about 
accessing the deep web markets. Using a search engine optimized combination of 
the three movies I watched, I named it: 'cocaine cowboys, inc. - win the war on 
drugs and make money selling (a bitcoin, litecoin & dogecoin how to).' Then I 
thought to release it via BitTorrent and my website, http://arcadehacker.com . 

...but then I got scared that something might go terribly wrong and that i'd lose it 
all; my family, my privacy, social standing in the world, getting hired by some 
employer... you know? 
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So then, I made a fictionalized story about some bum who wanted to hustle 
together some bitcoins to take his family out the ghetto and called it 'silk road 
mocha - a bitcoin love story' and posted it on Amazon & Barms & Noble for the low 
price of $4.20. I'd be rich! Drug dealers would be knocking on my door! My fam 
would finally get out of the ghetto! 

...'cept they wouldn't stock the book, claiming that it was 'too controversial.' 
enticing kids to break the law and shit. 

now what? 

well, there was only one thing I could do. practice what I preach. 
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I told my wife that I needed a break from our relationship to find myself. Which, 
in all honesty, was true. Over the past few years since the arrival of our beautiful 
daughter, I found myself changing from a lighthearted human to a grumpy old troll. 
A lot of things had changed for me; being a father, trying hard to find out what 
would bring about financial stability for myself and my loved ones, the 
psychological effect of being a part of a war that still didn't make sense. Feeling 
like my time schedule was set out for me, and not having time to be creative... I 
needed to make time. 

So, I packed my bags and checked into a homeless shelter. 
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foreshadowing. 

During my last LSD experience about a year ago, I came home high as fuck... and my 
wife, the polar opposite of myself when it comes to psychedelic usage (especially in 
front of a child) told me to go away [forever, it sounded like.] So, I took my bike 
and rode from East New York all the way to midtown Manhattan to see if I could 
cash out some of my bitcoins in order to stay in a hostel for the night, to collect 
my marbles and all. The bitcoins were sitting on a bitcoin mixing website, so I had 
to log into my computer and send the bitcoins to my phone. Problem was, I had a 
paranoid episode earlier and started a full erase of my hard drive without the 
laptop plugged in. So, the laptop was all fucked up and I was out there with no 
money in my bank account or anything. 

Tried going to the Posman bookstore in Grand Central to charge my laptop and sat 
in a comer reading Narcopolis by Jeet Thayil, but I got there an hour before 
closing. Despondent and seeing the sun setting, I sat down in the public space 
across the street and sought out the nearest location of a homeless shelter. I 
found the adult intake center on 400 E30th Street and made a short run there. 
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And when I saw the place, and the people around there, I cried a little. Not to 
mention that it was right next to the VA, and it reminded me immediately of the 
feeling I had coming back home from Iraq: that of being homeless. It took me 
some years to find solace in the people that I loved... but this, seeing the 
alcoholics, junkies and people with legitimately no place to go, was depressing. 
Then I got a phone call from my wife, asking me when I'd be coming home, or if I'd 
be going to work that evening. And so I went back to Brooklyn. 



401 -435 E 30th St , O 

Mew York, NY 10016, USA -approximate address 
E 301h St 




This time was different. 



After moving through the veterans' intake process and securing a HUD-VASH 
voucher (think Section 8 for veterans) for about 80% of the rent of a 1 bedroom 
apartment, I got to work. Smuggled in hydroponic setups, LED grow lamps, soil, 
feminized cannabis seeds & incense sticks from various places, then waited. And 
waited for a time which seemed like forever at first, especially considering the 
strain that existed from being physically apart from my wife and daughter. I tried 
to be there for them when I had the time; honestly, I did. I wonder if they think 
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that I don't really want to be with them, especially my daughter. And keeping all of 
this to myself, when on the inside I'm screaming, "I'm doing all of this for you!" 
which isn't quite true. I'm really doing this because I want to, because time is 
valuable and I'd like to get paid right now and do cool stuff without worrying about 
the rat race career track that destroys so many souls in the process. 




the harvest, finally. Created a vendor account on the Silk Road, updated myself on 
best shipping practices and proceeded to sell. 5 bitcoins per plant (600$/BTC 
exchange rate), with each plant being grown over a 45 day period. Five plants per 
period. Needless to say, it felt wonderful. Purchased some more seeds and 
started the process anew. I could now buy my daughter some awesome clothing, 
pay more of the bills that I wouldn't have otherwise been able to pay with a 
15$/hour rate and stash away the rest in dogecoins. Now that I had the machine 
rolling, I could now come back home. And I knew exactly who was to manage it 
while I was away. 

Being in that environment with other war ye^erans who have felt the way you have, 
have suffered the pains of addiction and poverty and just wish, like yourself, that 
they could get themselves back on their feet, was beautiful in a sad way. I made a 
lot of friends there, avoided some scary people and shared some of what I knew 
about sourcing & moving controlled substances on the internets to those who I 
thought could use the information. In a sense, this was the healing that I needed. 
But then, there was the issue of the operation and the stash of bitcoins I had 
accumulated, of keeping it a secret from those who didn't need to know. And then 
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making up for lost time with my daughter, and the suckiness of living with a neat 
freak after the freedom of washing dishes and cleaning toilets whenever I felt 
like. 

But it was all good. I went to work, like usual. And now I can come home without 
having that burden of wondering where the next great job would come from, of 
how the car note would be paid and the other hassles of capitalistic existence. 




It wasn't even a month before the dude I left in charge of the operation got 
busted. Gave the police a bullshit story about how I didn't know there was a grow 
op in my apartment, liquidated whatever bitcoins I had left to pay the guy's bail so 
that he wouldn't snitch (now he's a fugitive q_q), and now I've got black cars 
following me everywhere. My wife doesn't even drive the car anymore because she 
keeps getting stopped by undercover police with flashlights. (I can't count the 
number of times she's asked me whether or not I've got drugs in the car; NO I 
DON'T!) And now that I'm back, I wouldn't dare try to say that 'I need space again' 
because then it would be horrendously obvious to figure out what was going on. I 
bet she knew, and knew that I wouldn't be forthcoming with her or anyone about it. 
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I once again became depressed. Not entirely, though, because I narrowly avoided 
getting locked up at Rikers and being someone's bitch for a couple of years. But 
the one and only chance I had to pull myself and my family out of a hand-to-mouth 
existence literally went up in smoke, never to be seen again in my lifetime. At least 
I still had my family. And there was the ever fading promise of being a CPA, 
considering the now serious lapses in relevant work experience over the time I was 
so absorbed in this caper. I still have hope, though. Somehow, we'll all be alright. 
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Bitcoin is the currency of the Internet: a 
distributed, worldwide, decentralized digital 
money. Unlike traditional currencies such as 
dollars, bitcoins are issued and managed 
without any central authority whatsoever: 
there is no government, company, or bank in 
charge of Bitcoin. As such, it is more resistant 
to wild inflation and corrupt banks. With 
Bitcoin, you can be your own bank. 



I was at work refreshing the Bitcoin subreddit for any news about Wall Street 
finally executing the ETF so that my dogecoin holdings could skyrocket to the 
mooii There was nothing going on there, so I went to /r/dogecoin instead for some 
good news. As expected, plenty of giveaways & memes about the declining price 
being a buying opportunity. There were also some updates about the dogecoin 
equivalent of Counterparty (appropriately titled 'Dogeparty') and general 
exhortations from the more business minded shibes to build up the 'dogeconomy.' I 
remembered a business plan I had completed about a video game center, 'arcade 
clover' (or [c]ave [lover] for short) and thought of how wonderful it would be to get 
it started with dogecoins, bitcoins or whatever. Then I remembered how the SEC 
shut down btct.co, Itcglobal and all the other cryptocurrency stock exchanges 
based in the U.S.A. now what? 
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then I remembered the story that I wrote,the arcadehacker.com website that I 
owned and those jokes my coworkers would make about me slanging dogecoins to 
the fiends in the 'hood. lei. more importantly, I remembered the 'how to' guide, 
and how I would release it to the internets. I felt that I had exhausted all my 
options, and that this was the last ace up my sleeve that I had. I was working for 
peanuts, and I felt that I'd be working for peanuts for quite a while longer until I'd 
finish the CPA exam and bag an unpaid internship for a while... so, why not? maybe 
ask for a little donation, see where it goes? 

Found my way to the encrypted disk partition containing all the goods on my old 
laptop, made a .torrent of it all, then uploaded it to the major websites. 

and I waited. 
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Silk Road Mocha, more commonly known as the Silk Road Cafe these days, is a 
quaint little place that I used to visit during the later part of my high school years 
and the early part of my college life. At first, I would go there and buy a bottle of 
aloe vera juice so that I could use the bathroom there (as the nearby arcade, 
'Chinatown Fair', didn't have one back in those days.) As the years progressed and 
I started going to college, I would find that space to be quite relaxing during 
weeknights, when there was a large projector showing random things and plush 
sofas to sip mochas in. I would play DDR EXTREME at the arcade, crash at the 
cafe for a while and then either go home or get a massage at XX Grand St. before 
leaving Chinatown. The later part of my stays there would have me tripping on 
shrooms mixed with 70% dark chocolate bars and black currant juice purchased 
from the Pathmark @ the Atlantic Center in downtown Brooklyn, talking to random 
tourists and locals who smoked foul smelling cigarettes. 
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Lately I hadn't been visiting; so much had changed about it. For one, there was no 
second floor sitting area anymore; second, they removed the outside chairs and 
computers; and third, I didn't have much of a reason to visit that space anymore 
ever since my child had been born. It was just too far removed from the present 
responsibilities I currently held; shit, watching an episode of anything on YouTube 
felt like a sin of sorts. Plus, the Chinatown Fair I knew and loved had shut down, 
replaced by a foreign replica which still had DDR, but nothing else I really wanted 
to play. Next Level Arcade @ Sunset Park was closer to what I desired, but it was 
probably even more inaccessible to get to for me. Once in a blue moon, I'd pass by 
the cafe to play doubles mode in DDR, but only to pass by. Chinatown didn't quite 
feel like the home it used to, anymore. 
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The bundle was downloaded about 30,000 times to date, probably mostly by the 
same people looking to grab a pirated copy of any of those movies I thought they'd 
be looking for. The donations were much more than I thought it would be, and 
mostly from the dogecoin community. It was enough to supplement my main income 
with a little on the side; enough so that I could finally buy ALL my groceries from 
the Flatbush Co-Op rather than skimp on my family's health. (Oh you shibes, thank 
you... from the very bottom of my heart.) I started participating in more giveaways 
of doge and signed up for Project S.H.I.B.E., a group of dogecoin supporters 
dedicated in raising the exchange rate via taking as much DOGE off the open 
markets either by mining or buying directly. I even got mentioned in Good Shibe's 
'Of Wolves and Weasels' daily! 

yay, internet famous. 

Of course, now, I most definitely couldn't do anything shady now that people knew 
who I was. 
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NYDFS reached back to the bitcoin community concerning the new regulations they 
had in mind to implement for entities that mostly use cryptocurrencies in their 
business model. Some improvements, still plenty of 'fuck super nintendo lawsky and 
teh banking cronies' comments, but overall a general sense of progress across the 
board, I thought. I remembered how much in the past I had wished for bitcoins 
(and related cryptos) to hit wall street so that I could cash out somehow, and... 
well, nowadays I've been kinda hoping that the technology would stay underground 
for just a bit longer. The world that it exposed me to was nothing short of 
incredible, and now I feared that the revolutionary attitude that its' early 
adopters held would be drowned out in the mainstream's desire for the next 
financial golden egg. Potentially stifled by the same bureaucracies that the 
technology promised to supercede, watered down and marginalized for a quick 
buck? A repetition of the same old things, in which governments would now be 
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manipulating the supply of bitcoins to fill their coffers and start the war machine 
going once again...? 

Maybe things would be different this time. After all, most of us have the Internet 
in the palms of our hands nowadays, right? 
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Why do people give? Perhaps, a simple projection of what they would wish happen 
to them? An evangelizing tactic to get people to buy dogecoins so as to increase 
the exchange rate? To make themselves feel good? Completely for the sake of 
the other person? Where is the line drawn between selfishness and being selfless, 
even in those noble cases of soldiers falling on grenades? 

Economists claim that, all else being equal, consumers would prefer getting a 
product or service at zero cost if offered. 

Yet at a church, I'd think that you would be hard pressed to find the majority of 
regulars thinking, 'what's the bare minimum I could give to keep this church 
running?' 

10,000 blocks before the final block reward halving point. In English? In 
approximately 10,000 minutes, those people who bought fancy equipment designed 
to process transactions for the dogecoin network will collectively be earning 
10,000 DOGE per minute. Sounds like a lot, until you do the math on dustcoin.com 
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for that machine in your price range. But then again, the value of dogecoin has 
quintupled over the past three days, from 5 to 30 satoshis! much wow. General 
sentiment on the reddit forums are at an all time high, no posts about FUD (fear, 
uncertainty and doubt) in sight, and it's almost a full moon... 

The wealth distribution tables @ bitinfocharts and reports of mysterious buy /sell 
orders popping up in various exchanges told a different tale, however. 60% of all 
coins were in the control of about 250 addresses, with the rest being spread out 
over 1.3 million others. One explanation could be that most of the 250 belong to 
exchanges holding the coins of day traders, but my instinct told me that this 
couldn't be. Most of them had a bunch of coins coming in at different points of 
time, with only a handful of outputs. And they were so recent! 

People like myself, though, who are seriously considering cryptocurrencies like 
Dogecoin to be the satirical dark horse that will lead me to a life of financial 
freedom (funny, right?), see the moon-bound increase in value as irrational 
exuberance and severe manipulation by those who are holding MILLIONS of doge 
at a time. Withholding their massive stash from the open markets and waiting for 
enough legit buy orders to take a shit on everyone else for the holy grail ROI of 
500% in 48 hours, I wasn't going to be suckered in. 

'The hood is not stupid / We know the mathematics...' - Immortal Technique, 
Watchout 
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I was there when Vertcoin first came on the scene, dubbed the saving grace for 
those who wished to process cryptocurrency transactions on their graphics cards. 
It was generating a lot of hype, and I didn't want to miss out on 'THE NEXT BIG 
THING™', so I went on mintpal.com and changed out about 50$ worth of bitcoins 
for these newfangled tokens. About 3 weeks later, I saw that 50$ turn into 490$ 
in a space of 96 hours, at which point my economist senses screamed 
'MANIPULATION' and quickly converted it back to bitcoins. Was able to buy my 
wife a new phone from the proceeds and gave some away to Snoop's charity in the 
form of potcoins (but that's another story...) 
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The point is, as much as I loved the dogecoin community, they would forgive me for 
selling my stash on the open markets due to what I thought was blatant price 
manipulation, right? So I made a post asking them their thoughts, and was 
downvoted to oblivion. Which makes sense, because I was kinda being a killjoy. 
But, c'mon shibes, it IS a currency after all. Plus it seemed to be a common thing 
that a crypto would jump at least 5x its' present value, then sink to close to its' 
present one before climbing once again (if the community was strong enough.). 
Meh, shibes will be shibes. And I couldn't yet use the DOGE to pay a couple of 
months' rent in advance, much less groceries. 

I now had 10 full bitcoins in my possession to put to work for me. I'd buy more 
DOGE when the time is right, believe me. (current exchange rate, 1,050$/BTC). 
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Sephira 6: Beauty. 



Planet: Shemesh (The Sun). / Element: Fire. 




'We are all dogecoiners now.' -ANONYMOUS 

I wasn't paying attention to any developments in the bitcoin space for a while due 
to the fact that, well, bitcoin had fulfilled all of my needs for the time being. I 
had investments in the streets, after all. (I DOES THIS, NIQQA~) Split the 10 
bitcoins among four teams who set up their little weed grow ops, who then sold 
online and in the streets. Once they were able to generate enough to buy keys, I 
was making enough in commissions to quit my job without a second thought. Not 
that I did, though... I actually like my work, now that it's not a matter of life and 
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death anymore. What I can choose to go to work, or do something else, is a 
beautiful thing. Finally, one less stressor to worry about, you know? 




So, developments in the bitcoin space. Being the non-technical shibe that I am, all 
I knew was that major companies like Intel and AMD were building mass produced 
mining hardware built into their processors, and that the Winklevii Bitcoin ETF was 
to be greenlighted sometime soon. The BTC/USD exchange rate was rising, and so 
was the DOGE/BTC rate as well. The "1 DOGE = 1 DOGE" mantra was coming true, 
as I would pay people I knew in DOGE to cover any bills I had denominated in 
dollars. PayPal had finally implemented Bitcoin transactions, as did Google, Visa, 
MasterCard and AmEx, and there was a palpable electricity in the air among people 
my age that seemed to signal, 'we're all gonna be rich!' 
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Even Helicopter Ben Bernanke couldn't stop talking in dogespeak, urging everyone 
to 'BUY ALL TEH DOGE' and calling everyone 'Homestar' on each of his interviews 
after the last quarterly report. Pretty weird. Anyway, hundreds of thousands of 
dollars started pouring into preexisting exchanges afterwards to buy up bitcoins 
by the thousands. Similarly, the supply of DOGE on the open markets shrunk to 
l/100 th of what it once was over the course of a six weeks, meaning that a bunch of 
people bought up as much dogecoins as they could and stashed it away for 
something massive. Reminds me of those stories where people board up their 
houses in anticipation of a hurricane. 
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such illuminati. wow. 



Part of me wondered, though, exactly who are those entities that are buying up all 
the bitcoins like this? Are they more of the same people that already run things in 
the world? What is their agenda? Paranoid scenarios emerged of the incumbent 
financial elite watering down the revolution to maintain their stranglehold on global 
economics. I think I heard of the Council of Foreign Relations holding discussions 
about starting government backed cryptocurrencies, even. Or maybe they've 
turned into staunch believers themselves? Or it really doesn't matter what any 
evil organisations try, because bitcoin is the honey badger of money that just 
doesn't give a fuck? idk. 

At any rate, I saw those who truly believed in the promise of cryptocurrencies 
finally having the time to devote their full energies to their dreams as the 
technology evolved to meet their needs. The crazy as fuck ones, quietly moving 
through with their individual missions of making the world beautiful, starting 
monprof its and businesses that are representations of their desires, nice. 
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The bitcoin ETF launched to much fanfare & the value per bitcoin jumped to a 
respectable $8,600/BTC. not bad for a U.S. only launch. The Dogecoin ETF 
followed a few months later, and I decided to retire from my fixed income job. My 
full time job now? Selling bitcoin options on the ATLAS ATS platform and doing 
the books of some high net-worth individuals that are holding a couple of coins on 
different exchanges around the world. All while wearing my crushed-as-fuck Kid 
Robot t-shirt. 
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this is what most of us wanted, a chance to be rich, but still in the back of my 
mind, I couldn't help but wonder what would happen next. While plenty of people 
were buying bitcoins only to cash out in the short term for dollars, what about 
those people who were buying up all those bitcoins? Understanding that bitcoins 
are so much desirable now than endlessly printed fiat, what would these holders of 
bitcoins do now? 

and nobody still knows who satoshi is...? 

Anyway, it felt nice that I could now afford to take my daughter to the Montessori 
school all my friends with kids have been raving about, not to mention trips abroad 
and other delights of the flesh. 
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Yes, there were the naysayers and those on the side of moral outrage who cried 
out, 'well, what about the black markets and the kids, etc. etc. etc' sponsored of 
course by some old right wing farts of the legacy banking system. Problem was, 
the clarion call of protecting kids from drugs they already knew how to synthesize 
in the bathroom sink was lost to the satisfying clink of receiving 1 million DOGE a 
day on one's iPhone from cryptocurrency exchange arbitrage and moving bricks in 
elementary school parking lots all over the world. 
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Sephira 5: Strength. Severity. 



Planet: Mars. / Element: Iron. 



'Fuck you, I won't do what you tell me!' - Rage Against the Machine, Killing In The 
Name 

State, local and federal governments as we've known them in our history books still 
existed, but were kind of irrelevant now. 



It was obvious that popular sentiment in the U.S. was changing towards that of the 
early adopters of bitcoin, as everything looked just as I had envisioned it; Miami in 
the '80s, except it was everywhere. So many stories about judges getting caught 
accepting bribes in bitcoins and going to jail, then staging jailbreaks from those so- 
called maximum security prisons and uploading pictures on Instagram from random 
places in the world. Rolex jewelers set up shop next to the Marcy projects by 
where Jay-Z grew up. Beamers, Benzes & Bentleys were all you could see around 
the Pink Houses. Even the WASP-y kids had diamonds in their mouths smiling like 
Paul Wall everywhere they went. It was ridiculous, to say the least. I was finally 
able to purchase the car of my dreams, an A WD Porsche 911 Carrera 4, and I'd just 
race people for the lelz. 
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the landscape began to change dramatically where my family lived, much pimp, 
wow. where did the poor people go? probably to jersey, where radioactive 
chemicals ooze out the soil. I heard land was pretty cheap there. Lots more 
incidences of cancer too, as people could only afford local produce. You are what 
you eat, I suppose. 

[park slope, brooklyn] 
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There were more reports of getting robbed for dogecoins in Park Slope by random 
people brandishing fully automatic weapons. I was at Hanco's the other day on 7 th 
Avenue eating my favorite shredded chicken sandwich when an old lady told me to 
run my phone or get clapped (or in layman's terms, to give it up or get shot.) I 



never ate there again. It got really bad when the hourly workers started getting 
armed. Local police didn't stand a chance. 




4CHAN 

So first [ was like, and then 1 was like, and finally il hit me.... 



Nobody I knew watched TV anymore. Everyone got their news from reddit.com. 
All the grade schoolers were on 4chan now, and most people switched off Facebook 
to Diaspora. PGP encryption was baked into everything you saw, and the NSA was a 
laughable thing of the past. Still, there were plenty of men in black suits and Ray- 
Bans posted up everywhere in the city. Official looking, but they didn't look like 
they belonged to any governmental law enforcement agencies. They just looked 
gangsterish, like in thise Scorcese movies. And that feeling of constantly being 
watched, but by whom? 

Anyway, the world got a lot more interesting. For instance, I saw this documentary 
clip on YouTube the other day about Stephen Hawking and laughed my ass off for 
days. 
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The U.S. government declared war on Iran the other day and invoked the national 
draft, claiming that it was a matter of utmost importance, but everybody kinda 
sorta ignored it. ANONYMOUS started this flash mob concept the other day 
called the 'Draft Dodgers' which worked like this: if you were a part of 
ANONYMOUS, you'd have this digital panic button on your cell phone that would 
alert local members of where you are if something goes wrong. If law enforcement 
came to take you to jail for not enlisting, a bunch of people donning Guy Fawkes 
masks would run up from random places and quickscope cops, cool beans. Didn't 
take long for the draft to be ruled unconstitutional as a result. 

Then the CIA started some covert op sh*t. A MK-ULTRA in reverse, in which 
parents were recruited to snitch on their kids, but of course, the kids being raised 
by 4chan, trap rappers and YouTube, weren't having any of it . 

get hardscoped, son 
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I remember wanting to start an arcade back in the day, and reading about all the 
bullshit local ordinances that existed if you wanted to set up shop somewhere. 
Having to get the permission of the local community board, having no more than X 
amount of machines without needing a permit, paying to apply for a permit without 
the guarantee of it being approved... so I said, fuck it, let me start my own 
underground fight club. 
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® 



Made a group on meetup.com, was successful for a while. Offered free booze and 
drugs, and it was pretty awesome 'til someone told an undercover cop of what was 
going down. Then other people started doing it, and it quickly became the bane of 
every new parent's existence: people complaining that their kids were coughing off 
weed smoke and disturbed out their sleep by 2401b men stomping out 'PARANOiA 
MAX' on DDR at 3 in the morning. New regulations were swiftly passed, banning 
meetups of that nature without a permit. But by that point, I had made enough 
cool friends that were down with the concept that we were able to keep it 
underground, yet still attract new people from all walks of life. Became much like a 
cult, so to speak. 
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I heard that the U.N. paid some of the poorer third world countries in bitcoin to 
take up arms against Iran. Each soldier there was getting paid a respectable 
36,000 satoshi/month salary to fight, enough to feed their families well on a daily 
basis and save up for a couple of rainy days. It saddened me to see my greatest 
fear of bitcoin being subverted to keep the machine of war going... 

... but what could I do about it? 

Then I remembered Project S.H.I. B.E. and the determined attitude of everyone 
who took part to stem the tide of dogecoins hitting the exchanges, one DOGE at a 
time. Even as the price continued to freefall, we believed that every little bit 
counted. And looking back in hindsight, it did... maybe not in the way that we 
anticipated it, but in a profound manner nevertheless. 

I guess I can just do what I can, devoting my energy to showing people the 
pointlessness of war. That living like this, getting out our dreams in such a big way, 
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is the way to go rather than gunning to wipe others off the face of the earth. Felt 
like anything could be possible just by celebrating life. 

Or was I wasting time, and I needed to think harder about the problems of life so 
that it wouldn't hit the next few generations ahead of us really hard? 
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The world was quickly changing to the beat of my heart. Third world countries 
didn't have the same horrible issues of poverty and destitution; now they 
resembled the first world countries of the 20 th century in terms of their issues. 
Not perfect, but a HELL of a lot better than when I first saw it all. And yet 
unsurprisingly under the control of the legacy fiat economic system, an attempt to 
win the hearts and minds of those who didn't know any better. But as I said, it was 
much better then where they once were. Perhaps soon they will awaken to the 
freedoms that we enjoy, if they have not been corrupted by the vices of the old 
order. 
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The old money printers & chargers of usury reminded me of the Merovingian of the 
Matrix. Clinging onto legacy financial systems and rule under the gun. The 
concerns of Ayn Rand writ large, rule under the gun. He still existed within his 
realm, yet... 




First world countries experienced unprecedented progress. From the perspective 
of the outmoded IMF, the world was in a pandemic financial crisis as the legacy 
banks of the world printed enough money to make Zimbabwe dollars look really 
good. Steady state economics was the word of the day. We moved to the rhythm 
of the sun, moon and s\ars which provided the raw materials for vegetation, which 
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in turn nourished us and gave us the inspiration to achieve greater things. 
Collectively, we had reached a higher octave of consciousness. 




As for the daily existence for most of the individuals here, hedonism was the 
order of the day. People like myself were now running things, members of Congress 
now rocking Kid Robot t-shirts. Orgies in the park. Blunts in the library. 
Reminded me of the concepts presented in Serial Experiments Lain of the barrier 
between the Wired and the 'real world' breaking down, as that which you sought 
was as accessible as typing in letters in a search engine. The new shades these 
kids were wearing made Google Glass look like antiquated relics. Invisible churches 
dedicated to papaver somniferum slowly outnumbered the visible Christian 
churches of yore. Most didn't know it, but I knew the familiar aroma of refined 
opium each time I'd visit the local neighborhood supermarket. And the massage 
parlors which were now no-holds-barred pornographic and explicit in what they 
offered. Choosing a place that didn't offer happy endings was now a rarity, and 
now a chore that I had to do if I wanted my wife to stay with me. 
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I bought out Silk Road Mocha for about 20 million dogecoins, some 3M above asking 
price ($4.3 billion USD, but who uses that nowadays?). Didn't want the owner to 
say no, you know? I would now make it into the space of my dreams. Part old- 
school Netherlands cafe, part video game hangout, part library, all awesome. And I 
did, and it was beautiful. 
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Inertia and the stimulation of mu-opioid receptors quickly became the order of the 
day for me. Sleep and wakefulness became one, and I felt like I was back in the 
Earth's primordial womb of simple sensations, like a little child. I would forget how 
some days elapsed, as I'd be curled up like a cat in the back room of the store all 
day and all night holding my stomach, moving ever so slightly so that I wouldn't void 
the contents of my stomach. My family wouldn't visit me during those times, as 
they'd get horribly sick from simply opening the front door of the space. Most of 
the time, they would be out and about in the world breathing in fresh air and 
seeing new sights. I was in New York, still drunk off the revolutionary spirits that 
got me to this point. 

It was difficult to have a care in the world while living in such a place. All of these 
wonderful things happened much faster than we had anticipated, and we didn't 
know what to do with ourselves as a result. The most logical thing to do was to 
celebrate. 
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Modern day Rome. Wars had still been going on around the world. They were just... 
shrunken down to tiny fractals of larger conflicts that had come before. An 
incident here, a dirty bomb there. Bitcoins still bought influence. The government, 
as it had existed, still existed... but it functioned more like a terrorist sleeper cell 
nowadays. Pusha T would release a mixtape every year about how fucked up DC 
still was (and of course, endless metaphors for moving coke.) Opulence like none 
other existed there, looking just like Elysium. 

Elderly military generals and foreign nationals from all walks of life now made up 
the team of individuals who tasked themselves with the governance of the United 
States, even though most didn't really care for them. A lot of them looked scared 
and/or reluctant to do the work asked of them, but I bet that they feared the 
alternatives that faced them if they dared to disobey (as agreed upon in their 
legally binding contracts, of course.) Arms dealers still needed to make money, law 
enforcement still needed an enemy to fight against so as to put clothes on their 
backs... you know? You're not promised tomorrow, so what good is it if you starve 
for high-flown ideals that you don't give a shit about, anyway? 
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Random acts of violence started occurring all over the United States by people 
donning Guy Fawkes masks. Men, women, children, it was indiscriminate. There was 
no rhyme or reason to it. That didn't last long, because then everyone started 
arming themselves to the teeth. But then the dirty bomb incidents started 
happening, just as random. Nobody would take responsibility, either. So we all 
started buying gas masks, radioactive poisoning pills and fortifications for the 
places we worked and dined in. 
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Then the bombs started falling. Drones that looked like kites would drop baseball- 
shaped packages of napalm over acres of densely populated land, and people 
stopped hanging out in the streets. Everyone was inside, scared to death of death. 
Then random unsubstantiated reports of evidence linking certain groups of people 
to certain acts of violence were leaked onto the internets, and people started 
gunning after people. Most of the reports turned out to be misunderstood, as 
many stared stockpiling weapons to avenge the deaths of some loved one. Turn the 
other cheek? Fuck that. 

Then most of us ran out of bitcoins and dogecoins because we spent them all on 
protecting ourselves. 
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Then out of nowhere, these private security companies started hiring like crazy. 
Paying .00000015 BTC an hour (in which you literally get paid on the hour!), you'd be 
fucking stupid to pass that up. Wealthy individuals who needed warm bodies to 
take bullets for them, countries who were undermanned and outgunned and fringe 
groups who were literally just looking for booty were their clients, and this was the 
way it was for quite some time, reminiscent of the dark ages... 

Me and my family subsisted on chia seeds, sardines and dehydrated food solids for 
quite some time while all of this was going on. 

Then the major clients ran out of coins themselves. So the security companies 
started using the firearms & high explosives they had sitting around to plan raids 
on other security companies and take their dogecoins. People were hired on a 
bounty-type basis - if the raid was successful, they'd get a cut. If not, well, they'd 
be dead. 
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Daath 

A generation goes, and a generation comes, 

but the earth remains forever. 

The sun rises, and the sun goes down, 

and hastens to the place where it rises. 

The wind blows to the south 

and goes around to the north; 

around and around goes the wind, 

and on its circuits the wind returns. 

All streams run to the sea, 

but the sea is not full; 

to the place where the streams flow, 

there they flow again. 

All things are full of weariness; 

a man cannot utter it; 

the eye is not satisfied with seeing, 

nor the ear filled with hearing. 

What has been is what will be, 

and what has been done is what will be done, 

and there is nothing new under the sun. 

Is there a thing of which it is said, 

"See, this is new"? 

It has been already 

in the ages before us. 

There is no remembrance of former things, 

nor will there be any remembrance 

of later things yet to be among those who come after. 
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Sephira 3: Understanding. Truth. Intuition. 

Planet: Saturn. / Element: Lead. 




And then the atom bombs came down. 

With the advent of space colonization, all the previously held rules of mutually 
assured destruction (appropriately appreviated as MAD) that kept countries from 
nuking the whole planet was thrown out the window. From the perspective of the 
International Space Station, it just looked like Earth was being colonized by puffy 
mushroom clouds at least once a day. 
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Thanks to some friends of mine that were sober enough to keep abreast of current 
events, me and my family were able to sell Silk Road Mocha off, buy some land on 
Mars and take a one-way rocketship ride out there. I remember how I felt when 
hearing about how Hiroshima and Nagasaki got fucked up, but to see the 
destruction first hand was surreal. I couldn't cry or anything because there was so 
much going on. We all just felt really sick on that planet. Nosebleeds were a 
regular occurrence and everyone started acting all... serious and militaristic. And it 
was so cold out there... 

A lot of people went crazy, committed suicide and looked like shells of their 
former selves. If I missed out on taking Vitamin b every four hours like my doctor 
prescribed, I'd turn into an animal. 

Not to say that it was all bad. Saturn was so beautiful from here... 
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Many meetings were held around the common theme, 'what do we do next?' Most 
of them ended up with the women crying in hysterics. Most of the men just 
wanted to procreate. The general consensus seemed to be, 'let the animals cancel 
themselves out on Earth first, then we'll rebuild.' That, and of building 
supercomputers that would determine the course of humanity and mitigate the 
chances of bad scenarios happening again. Juuuust like that anime movie I saw, 
Toward The Terra. 

Most of our days were spent reminiscing about what was. The children that were 
born on Mars seemed different from everyone else. There were also colonies on 
the Moon as well, so the wealthier ones visited there on occasion. I spent 
everything I had to get here, so I was just stuck there tending to the vegetation. 
(Even if I had the dogecoins to go there, I wouldn't; those people came back 
permanently looking like they'd drunk too much moonshine...) 
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Some of the people here were quite stoic, however. Full of hope, even though it 
seemed obvious to everyone that we'd be living out the rest of our lives here. 
When I asked a lot of them why they were able to keep calm in the literal face of 
death, they mostly smiled and said that they had hope for the generations after 
us. (A lot of them also happened to like watching Space bandy, so that explained a 
lot.) 

The days came and went, silently. We made tunnels deep into the earth fitted with 
clocks timed to the Earth's rotations, so as to synchronize our body clocks with 
that of our home planet. The kids were happy to be alive, as always. And because 
they were, so were we. Maybe some day we would come home. 

[sometime later] 

One day, the explosions on Earth stopped. And we did eventually return to Earth. 
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Chokmah: Sephira 2: Wisdom. Creativity. 

Planet: The Zodiac or fixed stars. / Element: ????? 

'I've seen what I was 
And I know what I'll be 
I've seen it all 
There is no more to see...' 

-Thorn Yorke & Bjork, I've Seen It All (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=d9zFt6M GLo) 




We were a collective Adam and Eve in the 21 st century coming down to Earth, 
donning radioactive suits and cell phones. With the exception of the radioactive 
fallout that made up some 0.01% of the air supply, most of the world was still 
intact. Those major cities and landmarks that we grew up loving were now gone, 
but the sky was still blue and the grass was still green. (The water was a different 
story.) 

The world was once again fertile with opportunity. We could repopulate the earth 
with wild abandon, create civilizations from the ground up via direct bloodlines and 
shape the Earth into our image and likeness. 

Respectfully, some of us carried on the religions & traditions of our ancestors and 
passed it down to our children. Others claimed land masses as their own, raping 
and pillaging as they went. Some took to the seas, never to be heard from again. 
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Others took off their suits and died a few days later, content to rest their bones 
in the same places they were born. 

We were the second coming of Jesus Christ, the story of those who 'left the 
earth, went to hell and came back.' New myths were created, new interplanetary 
heroes of the final frontier. 



While these experiences were themselves novel, I found myself to be somewhat 
jaded at it all. These stories have existed before, of people abandoning their 
homelands in time of crisis only to return and build anew. Much of what it seemed 
like to me was a matter of applying the lessons of the past to the present moment. 

I didn't know what to do with myself. Seeing the absurdity of it all, I'd find myself 
saying, 'what's the point of living?' and then continue with my day. 
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and then, 

i realized that i'd be wasting my time trying to figure out why. so i just lived, and 
we all died happily ever after. 

the end. 

... or is it? 




THAT 
WAS 
WEIRD 



MY TOMBSTONE 

This will sum it up just nicely. 

IMif full*.*. H 
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Sephira 1: Crown. Fire 

Planet: The First Swirlings (The Big Bang). / Element: ?????- 

Good morning, Vietnam Amerika world! 
arigato gozaimasu. 

So many influences, I dunno where to start. So I won't, 
watch out for the movie! 
... maybe. 

so, morals of the story? 

War sucks, unless it's in the form of a Call of Duty meme starring Arthur the 
Aardvark . 

get rekt m8 

Censorship sucks, which is why I mentioned Tor . The War on Drugs is bullshit, 
everyone knows that. And I am an Evangelion fanboy with the symbol of the 
metatron tattooed on my left arm. 

and, 

you'd be safer on the internet using bitcoin, litecoin and the countless other 
variants rather than credit cards as you wouldn't have to divulge sensitive 
information online that could be exploited, (or another way of putting it is, that 
you 'push' transactions securely to other entities with cryptos without enabling 
access to your funds, rather than having third parties 'pull' money from your 
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account linked to your personal identity, potentially opening you up for all kinds of 
abuse. 

plus there's the economic awesomeness of investing in a deflationary currency, and 
countless other things that send you down an endless rabbit hole of Austrian 
economics and general-purpose anarchy, gun fun for the whole family. 

thank you for reading, share, pirate, whatever, you probably would' ve found aall 
this on reddit anyway. 

peace. 
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about teh author: 




(to the tune of snoop dogg's 'drop it like it's hot' first verse) 

my name is [censored] but y'all knew that 

the tall silent killa, yeah i had to do that 

i keep my dogecoins hanging out my backside 

but only on my right side, yeah that's my flash drive 

ain't no other way to play the game the way i play 

no-to-ri-ous, you'd think that i was O.J. 

"b, i, yep, p!" 

thirty two encrypted paper wallets in my baggy jeans... 
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Iraq war veteran (once a marine, always a marine loving father and painfully shy 
in real life. 

likes: camellia sinensis, computers, sleep 
dislikes: roaches 

seeing how i probably won't be able to land a law-abiding job after this [q_q], 
please consider donating a tiny amount if you liked this story, anonymously via the 
cryptocurrency addresses /QR codes below, PayPal to admin@arcadehacker.com , or 
the qumroad page if you have no choice but to use a debit/credit card. 

ty, and have a nice life! *_*V 

Qbitcoin 

!EUXMrTVEHKSufL8d3LjMKXqLCNXXgz5ps 





doge coin 



DJqZkRiy3jB6FEJCqMrScua7BEmdX4urMU 
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